
I (t¥t Ef LTD 



PUBLIC A I ION 





S£5S1 CRISIS* EL..-*.—* 

mermaids. I was looking *» si™egl™. 

There'll been a kit of smuggling -jtWiUny. ramoras, and so 

to spot where, if anywhere, she beached. 

stick to bitter, sir . - - 

I jus, couldn't believe my eyes. But .Here wa, no 

H th,t weird lilting song seemed to invite— or tare— me 



was coming in. and bringing with it a dangerous current which would 
have swept me round that same headland behind which the boat had 
vanished— and where I knew there was no safe landing only raeeed 
rocks and flooded caves. ' 

I was still goggling in uncertainty when the Mermaid dived off 
her perch, and with a few easy strokes gained a cave and disappeared 
withm it-as if she also knew that the incoming tide would lie too 
strong for her . . . 

That was all 1 saw uf the Mermaid— or the boat— that night 
and the next morning when I signed off at the station I didn't care to 
mention either . . . just yet. They would have laughed at the 
Mermaid— and asked me wiiy 1 hadn't reported the boat, at once. 

I didn't mention 'em to Jean, cither. Jean Summers was a 
peach of a blonde I'd chummed up with at the little hotel where she 
was spending her holidays. She was a sensible, level-headed sort of 
girl, and she'd admitted she admired my sturdy commonsense. 
{" Come-on sense " she called it when I got fresh !). We used to go 
bathing together when I was off duty. She was a good swimmer, and 
could keep ahead of me when only using her arms, with no leg kick. 
As I chased her round the bathing-pool that afternoon I couldn't 
bring myself to tell her I'd seen someone— or something— that would 
knock spots off her as a swimmer. " Take more water with it, 
Jack! " I could almost hear her scoffing. . . 

That advice would have been more suitable 

for Dukes, my opposite number, who was on night 

duty on the cliffs that night. He had been trail- 
ing round after Jean, too, but her preference for 

me had driven the poor devil to drink— and he 

was often only half sober when he went on duty. 

I couldn't help wondering what would be hia 

reaction if he spotted the Mermaid I 

Well, the next day I knew ! I was told at 
the station that Dukes had reported sick after 
his night watch on the cliffs, and would I mind 
taking his place on the rota. It looked as if he 
had seen what I'd seen.! 

" Keep a special look-out tonight, Jack," 
said the Commander. " That craft's been re- 
ported again, but no one's seen her in the 
harbour— and I hear more contraband has been 
getting through ! " 




sir, and I decided to have a look at the lie of the land— or rather sea— 
during the dav, while the tide was out. 

So I went round to the hotel to ted Jean I couldn't come bathing 
with her that day, and was rather relieved to find a message informing 
me that she also would be out. I gathered she had gone up to 
town. I knew she earned an occasional few guineas as a film extra, 
which probably helped her to meet the rather stiff hotel bills, so I 
wasn't surprised. 

I stuffed some bathing trunks and a towel into my pocket in case 
of emergencies, and set off for the cliffs all by myself. They're not 
patrolled during the day, as the Coast Guard Station can command 
the whole sweep of the bay— although, of course, not that particular 
spot under the cliffs where I'd seen the Mermaid. 

And I saw her again ! She was curled up as large as life on her 
rock, with her long fishy tail swishing the water which lapped its 
base' almost as if she was posing for a picture. With trembling 
hands 1 raised my spy-glass. Her face was hidden by her streaming 
hair, and her long, bare, burnished back, glistening with sea-water, 
was towards me, but I had seen enough ; and as I started clambering 
down the slippery track towards her that same thin, mocking song 
eddied up like an invitation to— what ? 

It was half-tide, and a strip of sand still shone round the base 
of the cliff and the cave where she had vanished that other night, so 
I felt safe from drowning, at least. 

Hut in my haste and excitement I dislodged a stone, which went 
rattling down the cliff. The mermaid turned— gave me a glimpse of 
her wild, beautiful face— and with a squeal, dived off the rock and 
struck out to sea. 

And I nearly lost my footing on the track— because I thought 
I recognised her ! 




In a few seconds I was on the beach and stripping off my clothes, 
Which I chucked into the cave to keep dry. If I was to catch her 
I knew I'd have to do it now, before the tide ilowed back and that 
current was sweeping irresistibly round the headland. Forgetting 
the menace of the Mermaid's song, I pulled on my bathing trunks and 
dashed into the sea after her. 

Then followed a chase that I shall never forget. She had swum 
out pretty far, but presently turned to describe a wide arc which I 
guessed would bring her back towards the cove. I tried to cut her 
off, and though she twisted and plunged in the most confusing way. 
With her huge tail thrashing the water, I began to overhaul her as 
she made a line for the shore. Not altogether to my surprise, her 
swimming was not up to Jean's standard, and her tail seemed 
more of a hindrance than a help. In fact, I gained so rapidly on her 
that at last, within a few yards of the cave, I was able to fling out a 
hand and clutch that scaly appendage of hers. I got my other hand 
on it and began to back-pedal for all I was worth .... Then 1 had 
my second shock. The Mermaid gave a convulsive plunge, there 
was a ripping, tearing sound, and her tail came off in my hands- 
just like a Hazard's I'd once grabbed as a boy ! 

And while I was struggling with the thing, which wrapped 
itself round me like a sea-serpent, I saw Jean's furious, blushing face 
turned towards me and heard her splutter : " Fool ! " as her brown 
legs, freed from their encumbrance, kicked out and drove her towards 
the shore. 




Yes, it was Jean 
Summers, of course. I'd 
stripped her of what little 
covering she had. apart 
from a few whisps of sea- 
weed which served as an 
inadequate brassiere ; and 
yet I had no alternative 
but to embarrass her fur- 
ther by following in her 
wake. For the tide was 
flowing, and 1 already felt 
the pull of the undertow 
that would soon turn the 
seaintoa racing death-trap, 
nd had disappeared, and Jean-a bronzed Aphro- 
dite rising from the waves- clambered into the cave ami was los 
in its gloom. When I gained the same haven-for the floor sloped 
upwards above the reach of the tidc-I delicately turned my back 
on her and gazed out to sea. 

It was then that I saw that mysterious motor-launch plough.,,,, 
her way past us towards the headland. A man was standmg ,,, 
the bows with some sort of machine which pulled me a first. But 
long before her engine-and the increasing current-had earned he, 
from sight I grasped the significance of the whole crazy set-up. 

They were smugglers, all right, and they were using the Mermaid 
,s a decoy-a lure for eyes that should have been watchmg ««•»— 
while they dumped their loot in some other cave, no doubt wrth an 
nutlet some way inland, further along the coast . 

And Jean was mixed up in this shady racket .... 1 was krck.ng 
myself for the way I'd let her fool me, when her angry vo.ee cut m 
on my reflections :— 

" You fathead 1 You've spoilt the p.cture ! 
I turned slowly, and was rather relieved to see that she had 
covered her nakedness with a suntop and a bncf pa,r of shorts. She 
was still pretty easy on the eye, and I tad to lower my gaze as 1 
muttered stupidly :— " What p.cture ? 

" The shot they were taking of me as a Mermaid, of course ! 
she snapped. " They're film people, and 1 ve been pos.ng for then, all 
s week. Night ties, mostly. b«t today they wanted a dosemp 
in full sunlight. You've probably wasted several thousand feet of 

r,1, ° i 'smiled cynically. » Films, el, I Why didn'l you Ml me you 
were doing this ? " 




" You don't think I wanted you goggling at me, do you ? " she 
demanded indignantly. " With nothing on but a tail, and a bit of 
blarlderwrack draped round my— ! " She swung away from me 
with an angry shrug of her burnished shoulders. " And" the studio 
people didn't want a crowd collecting on the cliff, either. They 
swore me to secrecy ! " 

" Via not surprised, I said, " as they happen to he smugglers." 

" Smugglers ! What are you talking about ? They're a film 
company, I tell you. Didn't you see the camera in the boat ? " 

( " No, I didn't," I replied grimly. " I saw a tommy-gun, and 
we re trapped in this cave until low water. I hope they don't come 
hack for another shot " 

Yes, we were trapped all right, sir. It was impossible to reach 
the track which climbed the sheer cliff, for the waves were pounding 
the beach and even breaking thunderously over the little rock on 
which Jean had perched as a Mermaid. 

We were safe enough in the further recesses of the cave for the 
rest of the day, and Jean had brought a picnic lunch with her 
but it was a gloomy feast we shared while we waited for the tide 
to reach its height, and recede again. I had dressed and 
Jean sat opposite me in her suntop and shorts, looking more 
delectable as herself than as a Mermaid. But I wasn't quite 
certain of her, yet, and even if I had been I doubt if our 
situation would have seemed favourable to romance I 

But I was to learn at last that she had acted in good faith, 
and had been fooled even more completely than myself by the 
smugglers .... 

The moment the receding tide seemed to offer a chance for 
me to gain the cliff-path, I left the cave and plunged up to my 
waist into the sea. There was agood pull from the ebb but I 
felt firm sand beneath my feet, and shouted to Jean that I could 
make it. " Stay where you arc I " I cried. " No "sense in you get- 
ting half-drowned just yet. I'll fetch help." 



I was so intent on lighting 
my way to the cliff that I didn't 
notice the motor-launch creep- 
ing round the headland. My 
lirst warning was a shriek from 
Jean at the mouth of the cave. 
My second was a rough masculine 
voice which carried above the 
thunder of the sea. 

" Easy on there, mate, if 
you don't wanna be plugged full 
of lead ! " 

A tough-looking guy was 
standing in the bows of the 
approaching boat, covering me 
with a tommy-gun. The smug- 
glers had come back, probably 
to investiagte the disappearance 
of their Mermaid, and just in 
time to snatch escape from our 
grasp. There were only three of 
them but they looked the sort who'd stick at nothing. Con- 
tinental types, who might easily have persuaded a girl they were in 
the film business, but obvious thugs to a revenue officer like me. 

■' Sorry to spoil your petting party." jeered the man with the 
gun, when lie had got us lined up in the cave, " but you can continue 
it on that rock-until next high-water." He paused sigmt.can !>. 
" You been useful to us, Jean, helping to fool Mr. Nosey here, but 
you know too much. So the locals won't see no more mermaids 
after tonight, nor a certain coast guard, neither. Cot that cod of 
rope, Stephan ? 

There's a poem of Swinburne's describing the emotions of a 
couple of lovers who are lashed, stark naked and back to back, on 
a rock fa mid ocean, that used to get me in my romantic adolescence. 
You may know it, sir. 

Well I can speak for the emotions myself now. although in real 
life they're not quite what they're made out to be in the poem. Ana 
yet there was a certain queer sweetness in the situtation, too 

We weren't naked, although Jean wasn't exactly over-dressed 
and we were both soaked to the skin, but the smugglers had lashed 
us pretty close together on that rock, so that her ™K ^<§* 
were pressed into my back, and left us to die when the full tide 
washed over us. For who was there to see us drown when it was my 
look-out on the cliff that night ? 

And yet after the first cold shock of despair, a sort of tenderness 
welled up between us as the moon slowly climbed the stairs of heaven. 
Yes, the mere memory of it makes me feel sort of poetical. 1 hanks, 
I'll have the same again .... 

I strained at my bonds and twisted my head until my cheek 
found the cool softness of hers, and her breath stirred my hair. 




Sorry I misjudged you, darling ! " I panted. " But if we're 
In die I'd like you to know I love you. Mermaid or not ! " 

" I could sing again now," was all she murmured and our lip* 
met. ■ r 

I've read somewhere of a kiss '* distasted with the salt of broken 
tears, bit I mustn't get poetical again ! The ecstacy of that 
moment was shattered by a faint hail from the cliff-top. We looked 
up and saw a man waving. And I realised then that the smugglers 
had made a stupid blunder. They'd forgotten 1 would have to sign 
on at the station before I came on duty, and of course when I failed 
to do so suspicion was aroused, and the Commander sent for Dukes. 

He was sober this time, but he hadn't forgotten the Mermaid 
and, saying he'd investigate, he rushed to the cliffs just in time to 
see the tide creeping up round our waists. 

It was too late for him to go back to fetch help, but good old 
Dukes acted in a way that— well, I was real sorry the only way I 
could repay him was to ask him to be my best'man! He came 
straight down the track to our rescue, and oblivious of the danger 
plunged into tiie raging sea and marie the rock in spite of the current 
Of course when he had freed us we were all three swept away toward-, 
the headland like leaves on a torrent. But things were going our 
way for a change. The motor-launch was moored to a rock outside 
another cave, and the smugglers were still in their lair, sorting out 
the biggest collection of contraband goods, from diamonds to drugs 
you ever saw. But this time I was the right end of the tommy-gun 
which they'd left in the boat, and there wasn't even an argument 

The story got around, of course, and the hotel offered us both a 
fortnight's free holiday, while Jean was asked to be a Mermaid at the 
local carnival. But she'd lost the most necessary part of her equip- 
ment, and anyway you can't expect a girl to wear a fishtail on her 
honeymoon. So she went as a Lady Coast Guard instead and I 
spent the day in bed with a helluva cold, reading " The Toilers of 
the Deep." 

No thanks, sir. I never touch spirits. Try that chap over 
there ; old Dukes rather hopes he'I see a Mermaid again some day . 




KEEP COOL 



Keep cool, sweet maid, and let who will get heated. 
Do daring things, not dream them, when it's hot; 
Let your strip-tease be perfect and completed 
And shed the lot ! 



And if some puritan should show displeasure 
At your exposure, plunge into the pool, 
And let him seethe and simmer at his leisure 
While you— keep cool ! 




I'LL BE SEEING YOU ! 
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